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and I told him (reading Huysmans lately) that I was pondering
over the contrasts of English and French cathedrals. Ours set in
closes so tree-bound and stately and primly-kept that they serve
as a narthex to the shrine: a narthex at Wells grander and more
religious than the building proper. Whereas French cathedrals
have their feet in market places, and booths and chimneys and
placards and noise hem them in: so that in France you step from
your workshop into the aisle, and in England you cannot even
enter till the lawns have swept the street-dust from your feet.
The old clergyman gave me another penny to read him the riddle
and I did it crab-wise, by a quote from du Bellay, and that Christ-
church poem about Our Sovereign Lord the King. He was a
book-worm too, and we talked Verhaeren and Melville and
Lucretius together, with great pleasure on my part, and the
vulgar relish that I was making a cockshy of his assurance that
khaki covered nothing but primitive instincts,
He took me round the bishop's palace-garden, pumping me
to learn how I endured camp life (living promiscuous seemed to
his imagination horrible, and he by profession a shepherd of
sheep!), and I hinted at the value of contrast which made all
Wells crying-precious to me: and then we leaned over the wall
and saw the fish in the moat, and it came upon me very hardly
how excellent was their life. Fish are free of mankind you know,
and are always perfectly suspended, without ache or activity of
nerves, in their sheltering element.
We can get it, of course, when we earth-in our bodies, but
it seems to me that we can only do that when they are worn out.
It's a failure to kill them out of misery, for if there isn't any
good or evil but only activity, and no pain or joy, only sensation:
then we can't kill ourselves while we can yet feeL However Fd
rather be the fish (did you ever read Rupert Brooke's 'And there
shall be no earth in heaven', said fish')1 or the little bird which had
killed itself against me that morning.
There, my letters always end in tears!                                  E,
[The following letter to Colonel Wavell appears to me
particularly important as an exposition of Lawrence's military
1 *And in that Heaven of all their wish, There shall be no more laud, say fish*.